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bush-clad mountains that throw their arms about
Picton. Then it is dark and terrifying, cc like living
at the bottom of a well." Towards evening the
sense of being closed in, cut off from all the world,
grows rapidly with the twilight. The western hill-
side looks dark and threatening in its own shadow.
To the child it was like a great crouching lion, as if
the bulk of shadow gathered its dark force ready to
spring. Yet if she looked north, where it falls into
the sea, that was the lion's tail ; and, since tails
have a levity which make one laugh, the fantasy
would pass.
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